to make Kuno Francke see it. ... I tried the same argument, not so dis-
similar to the one I used with Uncle Dan.
'But, where will you te when America gets around to all this?' said the
Herr Professor of Aesthetics. "Do you expect to live one hundred years
longer, at least?'
'Oh, no, but I hope to live long enough to see it coming,' I said. 'America
is growing up fast. This is a free country!' I boasted. And I told him the
story of the Chicagoan at the Ashbee banquet who stood Ashbee as long as
he could, and then got up on his indignant feet to say that Chicago wasn't
much on Culture now, maybe, but when Chicago did get after Culture,
she'd make Culture hum! We laughed the usual laugh and that was that.
Soon after this inspiring visit came a proposal from Germany—from the
very able publisher Wasmuth in Berlin—to publish a complete monograph
of my work if I would send over the material. This proposal of the German
publisher, was, I think, one net result of Kuno Francke's visit to the Oak
Park workshop—though I never really knew.
(I had written the above when word by way of a news-clipping falling
on my desk this morning told me that Kuno Francke was dead.)
THE CLOSED ROAD
This absorbing, consuming phase of my experience as an architect ended
about 1909. I had almost reached my fortieth year. Weary, I was losing
grip on my work and even my interest in it. Every day of every week and
far into the night of nearly every day, Sunday included, I had 'added tired
to tired' and added it again and yet again as I had been trained to do by
Uncle James on the farm as a boy. Continuously thrilled by the effort but
now it seemed to leave me up against a dead wall. I could see no way out.
Because I did not know what I wanted I wanted to go away. Why not go
to Germany and prepare the material for the Wasmuth Monograph? ... I
looked longingly in that direction.
Afternoons after four o'clock I had been in the habit of riding Kano, my
young black horse (named after the Japanese Master), over the prairies
north of Oak Park, sometimes letting him run wild as he loved to do, some-
times reining him, in and reading from a book usually carried in my
pocket, for I've always loved to read out-of-doors—especially Whitman.
Ever since boyhood, horseback riding, swimming, dancing, skating and
omnivorous reading. Always music-hungry. Motoring (just that much
added or was it deducted?) had come along to interfere with these recrea-
tions, a little. The motor car brought a disturbance of all values, subtle or
obvious, and it brought disturbance to me.
Nevertheless, changing work to recreation and recreation to work as I
might; the intensity of effort5 unrelenting concentration5 giving up the
best in me to an ideal loved better than myself j all this had done some-
thing to me that reacted now upon every effort,
Everything, personal or otherwise, bore heavily down upon me.
Domesticity most of all. What I wanted I did not know. I loved my chil-
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